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Coffee House Confessions 2 


Rain pounds the windshield of the car, the wipers squeaking as they try and keep up with the downpour. Sitting 
just down the road from the coffeehouse, | stare at it, my fingers drumming against the steering wheel. A 
soft light glows from behind the steamed up window and | know that somewhere, in there, is David Ellefson. | 
invited him for coffee earlier and suddenly l'm not so sure. It's not like I'm scared of him, nor am | scared of 
Dave. What's there to be scared of? Dave's always been mouthy and it's never been hard to fight off his 
fists. 


But David. David is a whole other kettle of fish. He keeps his cards close, never really telling anyone about 
himself. He's fascinated me and appalled me in equal measures, especially when he was younger. Some of the 
stuff which used to spill from his mouth was hurtful and | found myself loathing him. It wasn't until | started 
digging deeper, listening to more interviews, reading them in magazines, that | realised he was just parroting 
everything which Mustaine said. At one point | thought he was just Mustaine's mouthy litle sidekick Only when 
| saw him around a bit did | realise that he was an innocent kid from the farm trying to fit in. He'd fallen on 
his feet with Dave and was trying so, so hard to be like everyone else. You know, | wish I'd had the chance to 
tell him he didn't have to before he got involved in all the drugs and shit. Wish I'd been able to have two 
minutes with him to tell him to be himself and not get wrapped up in the crap we involved ourselves in. All he 


needed to be was that happy, perky kid with the grin which made his nose crinkle and his eyes shine. He didn't 


need to become a junkie. You know what, | wish I'd been able to get to him before Mustaine did Might have 


saved him a whole bunch of grief. 


Actually, | wouldn't. We were just as bad. Hellraising and all of that. We weren't called Alcohollica for a reason 
He'd have been just as fucked with us. The only difference is he'd probably have needed a new liver as well as 
rehab. Perhaps he is better with Mustaine? Although I've heard the stories. I've heard about the pain and the 
bloodshed. I've heard about the way Mustaine fucks off and leaves David high and dry. But no, I'm not here to 
save him. Only he can do that. I'm here to have a cup of coffee with the guy and see if he'll open up for me. 
Because | want to know about the guy. | want to know more than how him and Mustaine had a disagreement. 
Want to know what it was like growing up on a farm with a great family. Want to know what it was like coming 
out west. Want to see his eyes sparkle and that smile make an appearance. While we've all grown older, he's 
managed to keep some of his childlike charm. You can see it in him, the way he gets excited over the little 
things in life, the way he laughs and jokes. Somehow, he's managed to hold on to what we've all wanted to keep 


alight and lost. 


Looking out of the window, | take in the rain and then my thin clothes. It hammers against the roof and, for a 
moment, | pause and listen to it, closing my eyes and chasing away the thoughts in my head. Thoughts of 
naked David. Thoughts of him on the bed, screaming my name. That's not why l'm here. I'm not here to lure 
him in to bed. l'm here to have an honest cup of joe and good chat. That's it. Nothing more. 


Taking a deep breath, | haul myself out of the car and in to the rain. Kicking the door shut, | aim the remote 
over my shoulder, listening to it beep as the locks fire home. Racing through the rain, | dive headlong into the 


coffeehouse. No one notices, all of them are too absorbed with their laptops, e-readers and each other. 


Shaking off the water, | look around and spot him, my heart warming just as a little. Curled in a chair, he rests 
his head against the window, hair wiping it clean. I'd wondered who that was. Didn't realise it was him. He 
doesn't see me, doesn't even look up, just carries on staring, watching his little patch of the world go by. | 
wonder what's going through his head. Wondering what he's thinking. In that moment, lost amid the hubbub of 
the coffeehouse, he looks lost and alone, innocent and fragile, a lone ship in the night. Makes me want to sit and 
talk with him, see if | can crack some of the exterior he's built around himself. We all have to have that 
exterior, the one which protects us from the outside world Yet while many of us have spoken about our 
families, our broken lives, and growing up with religious whackjobs, David's kept most of his silence. He didn't 
say anything even in the aftermath of Megadeth falling apart. Just kept smiling while Dave threw him under 
every bus which came past. And | was so close to snapping him up to replace Jason So close to calling him and 
giving Mustaine the final finger. Trust me, many people suggested | get happy-go-lucky David Ellefson as his 


replacement. 


But | knew how fragile Mustaine was at the time. It would have done him no good and | reckon it would have 
finished him off. And the last thing | wanted on my conscious was Dave's suicide so | walked away. Played it 
rice. Wanted to forget the past and all the poison we spat at one another. I'd been turning over new leaves and 


it was the final one | had to let grow. 


Fumbling in my pocket, | pull out the piece of paper | managed to yank from their rider. It has David's 


requirements for how he likes his coffee. It's all there, down to the letter. 
Two shot white coffee. Heated semi-skimmed mik. Half a sweetener. Chocolate on top. 


| can't help but smile at the chocolate. Like the guy needs it. He's sweet enough already. Inching along the 
queue, | toss another glance at him. He's still not looked up, head still leaning against the window. | wonder 


where he is because he's definitely not here. 


Someone coughs and | look up to see the barista staring at me. Reading David's order, | give her my own 
before paying and moving to the end of the counter. Behind the well lit bar, several of the staff move back 
and forth, preparing the drinks, and | debate taking cake with me. No, don't want to seem overly familiar. 
Coffee first and if we get on well enough then I'll buy him cake. And perhaps dinner. 


Okay, | gotta get those thoughts out of my head. He's not mine and never will be. He's Dave's. Would | go after 
him if he ever left Dave? Maybe. Maybe not. It would be up to him, of course. 


The mugs are placed on the counter and | toss a couple of bucks into the nearly full jar. Must be a good place 
to have gotten so many tips. Weaving between the tightly packed tables, | try to watch where l'm going and 
not trip over various bags, umbrellas, laptop cases and wayward feet. The place is packed, the body heat 
making the temperature peak Even when | get to the table, David doesn't look up at me. He doesn't even glance 
my way until | move his half full, and freezing cold, cup of coffee and replace it with the fresh one. His face 


registers a stunned look, as though he can't quite believe l'm here and, for a second, | think he's going to run 
Sitting down, | give him what | hope is my warmest smile. "Hey Davia." 


He looks as nervous as | feel and | can see his flight or fight response beginning to kick in. Wonder how honed 


that's become with Mustaine around? 

Fuck it, I've gotta stop this! We're cool now. We've kissed and made up and all of that. Got to stop thinking of 
the guy as the world's biggest dick. Except that he still can be. Some things never charge. Blowing over the 
coffee, | watch him carefully, trying to decipher his thoughts. What's he thinking? How's he feeling? Sipping the 
coffee, | watch as he picks up his own and | let myself relax. He's not going anywhere now. 

He gives me a little smile. "Thanks." 

"For what?" | ask 


"For the coffee." 


Aww man, if that voice doesn't go straight through a guy | don't know what will. | chuckle and he looks warmly 
at me, sinking deeper in to his seat. "You mean Mustaine and the fans don't buy you stuff?" 


He drinks, eyes closing and a happy sigh spilling from his lips. When he finally looks back to me its with a look 


of relaxation. Yet | feel my own face fall. | don't know why, but a sudden wave of sadness hits me. 
"Yeah, he buys me stuff. And the fans are always sending me packages. But this-. I'm sorry." 


Placing the mug on the table, | lean forward and frown. Whatever is he sorry for? Now | know why l'm picking 
shit up. There's something he wants to say, and it's the reason he came so easily to the coffeehouse. He looks 
at me quickly before turning his attention back to the window. 


"What for?" | ask. 
His words come out in a quick stream, his voice suddenly stronger. "I'm sorry for hating you." 
Okay, now I'm confused. "Huh?" 


Leaning closer, | press a hand to his leg, reassuring him that he can speak about whatever he wants. He's safe 
with me, and | hope he can sense that. I'm not not going to take him and sell him out. He can speak, cry if he 


wants to. | just want to know what he's sorry for, what's been running through his mind. 


"I'm sorry," he continues, "for hating you. For thinking you're an asshole because of what you did to Dave. I'm 
sorry if I've ever said anything out of turn about you, if I've ever hurt you. | hated you because of what 
happened all those years ago. | love Dave, really | do, but | know that he can run his mouth. | got caught up in 
it all when | was younger and it continued. All | ever wanted to do was be friends with you, but Dave always 


has to come first. And I'm sorry that I've ever felt that way about you.” 


For a moment, I'm stunned in to silence at his confession. Didn't think our evening would start like this. All I'd 
come out to do was drink coffee and shoot the breeze with him and here he is laying down his deepest, 


darkest feelings. | never thought he felt that way and it definitely explains his chilliness towards me. 


Swallowing around the lump in my throat, | finally reply, "Course he has to come first, David. He's your 
boyfriend and you're there to support him. And | can't say | blame you. We all did some pretty reprehensible 
back then. I'm not completely blame free either. But | want to be friends with you, David. Despite the Dave we 
used to know, we've always thought of you as a brother and | want to know what makes you tick" He smiles 
and | feel myself warm to him. Its gonna be alright. "I want to know the real David Ellefson. Want to know the 
guy behind the bass." 


His famous smile is in place and his eyes are sparkling, but its with something | think are tears. Never been 


great at reading emotions. 
"Will you forgive me, for thinking such things about you?" he asks, a small smile on his lips. 
Forgive? David, the second you opened your mouth, anything you were going to say was forgiven. You don't 


have to ask for it, don't have to beg for it. Not from me. I'm here now, I'm going to be your buddy. Not going 
to take any more of this stupidity from you. | know I'm thinking this but, one day, when we're a little bit 


tighter, I'll tell you that. ‘cause | don't want you creeping around me like you're walking on eggshells. | know 
Mustaine's probably told you some stuff about me. In fact, | know he has. You share his bed and when that 
mouth gets going.. Man, | know what it's like when that mouth gets going. It don't stop. | want us to be friends 
and | want you to feel comfortable around me, just like we've known each other our whole lives. So let's wipe 
the slate clean, okay? Let's start from the beginning and pretend that we've just met each other. 


I've got to do something, so | get up and walk around the table. My heart thumps as | crouch beside his chair, 
watching those hazel eyes look curiously down at me. Placing a hand in to the small of his neck, | draw him 
closer, sighing with relief as he drapes his arms around my neck and rests his head against my shoulder. My 
heart breaks as his lithe body shudders, and | can feel tears seeping through my t-shirt. There's a lump 
forming in my throat and | can feel my own eyes prickling with tears. Fuck, he's been carrying this for years. 
Had Mustaine's poisonous words burning through his veins for all those years. God, if | could turn back time, 
I'd have spent time with David earlier, proved to him I'm not a monster. But | know that if | had, it would have 
been worse for him. He'd have had Mustaine driving him up all the wall, or worse, because he'd spent time 
with me. 


Stroking his neck, | quietly whisper to him, my voice barely audible, telling him its okay, that its all over now. 


When he pulls away, | rub the back of his neck one last time and look in to his reddened eyes. Something's 
changed inside of him, something's gone, been set free. He looks like a different person. Giving him a reassuring 


smile, | sit back in my seat and pick up my drink. "So, tell me about David Ellefson" 


His smile blows me away, his face creasing, nose wrinkled and his eyes almost closed because he's grinning so 
widely. Picking up his drink, he stretches his legs out, making himself comfortable. "Well, | was born in 
Minnesota in 1964 to Gordon and Francis..." 


That's him, right there! That's the real David Ellefson. I'm so happy that I've found him. Its going to be a great 
night. And it's going to be an amazing friendship, mark my words. 


